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The Portrait of Wittiam Man- 
Quis of New-Caſtlc. 


To his Lady,the Lady MAR CHIONESSE 


$ Painters with dull Lines, and Colours; faiat 
Go Portrait thoſe whoſe bodies they Depaiat, 


The Poet, more then painter's requilite, 


To Portrait one, who is all Sprit and Wir. 

This nature ſeems fall well tthave underſtoud, 
Framing him as nigh Fpirit as ſhe co'd, 

Of Bulke not bigge, toſhew Nobiliry, 

Dosmore 'ith miad's then body's greatneſle |ye 3 | 
Of Vifage Aquilire, as beſt dos fir \ 
A piercing Judgement, and a piercing Wit : 

And Flaxen Hayre, a colour dos preſage 

As well an Aged Youth, as Youthful Age. 

And who would ſes th' Epito me of Wie 


Let them but read the Comedies h'as Writ, 
A3 Whoſe 


The portrait 


Whoſe Excellent VARIETIES do ſhow 
That none the world and Men, dos better know, 
Nor better underſtands the Art, then he, 

To gain them all by Noble Courtefie 

| Who have no greater happineſle then when 

He ſpeaks, nor greater unhapineſle agen, 

Then when he ceaſes ſpeaking, his diſcourſe 

H'as ſo much quickneſle, Energy, and force: 

For Horſeman-ſhip and Arms then, there is none 
In our Age fit ro Write,bat he alone; 

As none to Judge of it can be fo fit 

As thoſe alone, who read what he has Writ 
Surmounts the Macedon, in Managing 

The farious Beaſt, and that Albanian King 

In Arms, whoſe blows ſo Inevitable were, 


As none co'd Live, but thoſe whom he wo'd fpare. 


This partly was in cauſe, bis Prince did call 
Him, to the Honoured charge of General, 


When 


of William Margun: of New-caſtle, 
When right was weak, if power were away, 


And Sword then Scepter boar the greater ſway, 
Of which ſo brave accompt he readred, he 
(Whilſt Leader) till came off with Vittory. 
Where 'twas his Valour, Condu@, Vigilance, 
CAll which, in War, do oft command o'r chance) 
Or's popularity (as who commands 

Muſt have his Souldiers Hearts, as well as Hands) 
Or finally, his Fortune 'bove the reſt, 

What er'e it was, molt certain 'tis the beſt 

Of other Leaders was or'come, with th' ſame 
Army, with which he alwaics overcame. 


Bur leaving's Warlike vertue now, to come 


To's civil ones, who lookt on him at home, 
Imagin'd in his Houſe they did not ſee 
A.man, but God of Hoſpitality, 

Fed more at's Board,then nature at her Breaft, 


When ſhee's moſt bountiful, amongſt the reſi 


his 


The Portrait 
His Eatertainment of the K IN G was ſuch, 
The ſtate ſo Royal, and expence fo much, 

It ever will be queſtione d whe're »bat, ar 

The Entertaining s Army colt him more. 

So far he went both in expence aud ſtate 
Above a Crefaz, or Lacullxr rate. 

'Bove all, he was fo great a Cheriſher 

Ot Artes and Learning, as 'tis doubted where 
The Air(by which they vitalbreath receave, 
The Common Aliment, of all that breath ) 

To th' Lives o'th Learned, did confer more Good, 
Then did bis benefits, rotheir Livelyhood. 

From which contempt of riches 'twas, that he 


'"Ith Common loſſe, loſt all ſo cheerfully, 
Who in a Noble cauſe, no difference made 
'Twixt giviog, and 'twixt loofing all he had. 
Bravely in poverty, comforting himſelt 
That where no other way's t'ariveto wealth 
But by igncble means, ther's nothing more 


Becom * 


of William Sferquis of New. caftle. 
Beeom's a Noblemaa then to be poor. 


T hat petty Cottages when they ruin'd lye 
Turn all to duſt and rubbiſh preſently; | 
But mighty pallaces and ftruQtures, farre 
More Venerable by their ruins are. 

And in wyld Woods, Robbers and thieves moleft, 
Your thieves are &nown by goiag bravely dreft 

In others ſpoyls, but th' honeſt man's beſt kgown 
By being rob'd,and ſpoyled of his own. 

So ſtands he like ſome goodly Oake had ſtood 
Long time the pride andg lory of the Wood, 

By Rormes and winter, reft of all it's Leaves, 
Far more their harm,and derrement, receaves 
Shaddow and ſhelter from it thea it's own, 

That's more it ſelf, when all theſe leaves are gone. 
And if our ſpring tide er'e again return 
(As w'are not under ſuch a climat born 
To have t' perpetual winter) you fhall ſee 
All flock agea unto this Noble Tree 


And th' Nimphs & ſwains of Sherwood with their lays, 
Dauncing about ity chanting of it's praiſe, 

And Crowning it flowers and laurel, when 

Welbeck and Bolrwol ſball behold agen 

Their Noble Lord as flouriſhing and more 

Then er'c in better times, he was before, 

So Propheſies (for Poets are Prophets too) 

The humbleſt honourer of him and you. 


MADAM, 


